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RADIOHEAD By Jon Wiederborn 

Offstage — although frontman Thom Yorke sulks a bit — 
Radiohead may be the politest rock musicians around. 
The only way they communicate their rage and dread is 
with guitars. 


PLUS: MONSTER MAGNET 


LOSING THE RIGHT TO CHOOSE 
By Eric Alterman 


Led by radical freshman Republican legislators, Congress 
has begun to pass a series of bills that would severely limit 
abortion rights. 


ALICIA SILVERSTONE By Rich Coben 


This is the ballad of a teenage queen. Proving she’s more 
than just Aerosmith’s video vixen, Alicia Silverstone has 
made herself into a star with the summer smash Cluelesy. 


HIGH SCHOOL CONFIDENTIAL 

Amy Heckerling, the writer and director of Clueless, cele- 
brates adolescence as a state of mind. 

RANGOID By Alec Foege ... 

After a grueling round in the major-label mosh pit, Rancid 
— the world’s third-biggest punk band after Green Day and 
the Offspring — are enjoying the sweet smell of success. 
WELCOME TO THE JUNGLE 

By Kevin Heldman 

Rudy Meinecke was tortured for three days and nights. 


His alleged tormentors included hustlers, drag queens and 
drug dealers. They were all the children of the Montrose. 


URGE OVERKILL By Chris Mundy 

Urge Overkill are all dressed up on Exit the Dragon, but 
they're not really going anywhere. 

A SUMMER SLEEPER Mo ter Travers. ..75 
The Usual Suspects, with an Oscar’ erformance by 
Kevin Spacey, is a trim, tasty slic p crime fiction 
that puts the summer behemoths to shame. 

THE BUDDY SYST, TV by David Wild .......81 


On the new fall shows ‘s living together as Friendy. 
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CHRIS MUNDY’S INTERVIEW-CUM-SLUGFEST WITH LINDA RONSTADT (Q&A, RS 
712/713) split our readers into two opposing camps. One consists of Ronstadt apolo- 
gists such as Rod Molidor Jr., who writes, “It’s great how she ignored every question 
aimed at her personal life. Her music speaks for itself.” Fellow sympathizer Greg 
Pearce says, "Next time . . . send someone a bit more mature, diplomatic and insight- 
ful, not some sarcastic, snotty-nosed little pipsqueak with a chip on his shoulder.” But 
other readers thought Mundy wasn’t snotty nosed enough. Ronstadt “is the most 
guarded, egotistical, hypocritical lying sack of shit going,” Andrew Caselnova pro- 
nounces. Tina Helmuth sums up the Ronstadt flamers’ position best. Referring to the 
singer’s long absence from our pages, she notes, "One good thing about Linda Ron- 
stadr is, she’s consistent — 12 years ago she was a babbling idiot, and it hasn't changed.” 


JIMCARREY 


Jim carrey 1s THE EPITOME OF DIS- 
turbed brilliance. Your article (“Bare 
Facts and Shocking Revelations,” RS 
712/713) did well to reveal a little of the 


man behind the mask — no pun intended. | 


This is one star I hope won't fade with 


time, a Chaplin for the "90s who hopeful- 


ly will ring in the new century still reign- 
ing as king of comedy. 


Jason Donne tty | 


Ferndale, Wash. 


rep scuruers’ porTRAIT OF THE 
resilient comedian speaks volumes about 


the value of artistic release and has | 


< Artistic 
Release 


helped me at least to understand, if not 
appreciate, his sixth-grade toilet humor. 


Feel free, however, to keep his and most | 


other bare asses off the cover of your rag. 


Jason Furey | 


Cortland, Ohio 


“Wate carrey story wAs A BIT TOO 
much. I don’t think America ne: 

bare ass, the story of his divorce, 
ex-wife’s pitiful comments or his fi 


status. I feel like I kinda know him 


the wolves. 
. BRYAN 
kory, N.C. 


leave the Hard Copy shi 
M 


NATIONALAFFAIR 


E'S ARTICLE HAS SHOWN | 


es are not all decrepit 
ith dollar signs in their 


concerned with preserv- 


ing individualism and the Constitution 
itself (“Why I Believe What I Believe,” 
RS 712/713). William Greider (“Why I 


but please concentrate on the art and | 


accomplish one thing: He made a fool of 


himself by using slanderous remarks, 
avoiding the questions O’Rourke posed. 
Pup Hart De Vaut, Esa. 
Orange, Calif. 


P,. O'ROURKE GOES SO FAR AS TO 

argue that conservatives will support 

more freedom than liberals. Right. Let's 

all mosey over to Ralph Reed’s place for 
a discussion of freedom. 

Paut W. Eccers 

Olney, Md. 


Girewer Is RIGHT IN RECOGNIZING 
much of the right wing's policy ideas as 
adolescent blather. The real world is far 
more complicated than libertarians like 
O'Rourke care to admit. O’Ro v 
constitutional and political analy, 

as much relationship to real thi 


ke his party’s leaders, offers 

idea bites: simple, catchy phrasing of sim- 
plistic concepts for simpletons’ minds. 

Anprew D. REED 

Asheville, N.C. 


ANNERICE 


B am so GLap THAT You DID THE 
interview with Anne Rice (“The Devil 
and Anne Rice,” RS 712/713). She is a 
cult figure to me, and her books are like 
a bible. I am saddened to hear that she 
may be ending her journey with Lestat 
forever, but I am hoping that she moves 
on with her Mayfair witches. 
LeaH HouGHToN 
Atascadero, Calif. 


Wow unrortuNATE THAT RICE 
should find a problem with the “so-called 
literary fiction of these times.” While her 


legion of fans fork over their dollars for 
her kinky purple prose, more deserving 
writers like Ann Beattie, Michael Cha- 
bon and Richard Ford languish on book- 


oe} 


| Literar y 
| loumortauity [= 


store shelves. Forget about hi; 
movie deals and Tom Cruise, 


| You're cheating yourself of th 


immortality the others already have. 
ALFRED Soto 
Miami 


‘TIFACTS: See the original 

r. Hunter S. Thompson's 

ious ROLLING STONE stories. 
Vi led rejection letter purported- 
ly written by Raoul Duke. Go to Rot- 
ING STONE ONLINE on CompuServe — 
type GO RSONLINE and then hit the 
FoRrUM button. The files are stashed in 
Library 4, Gonzo Journalism. 
«NEW PHOTOS: New pictures of Drew 
Barrymore, Steven Tyler, the Black 
Crowes and Belly are in the Forum's Li- 
brary B and in the Photo Gallery. 
* VAMPIRES AND BLOWFISH: Tran- 
scripts of our online conferences with 
author Anne Rice and chart monsters 
Hootie and the Blowfish are now in the 
Forum’s Library L 


In the March 9, 1995, issue, the magazine ran 
an insert titled “The "95 Official Guide to the 
Grammy Awards,” presented by Genuine 
Chevrolet, which featured photographs of 
prominent recording artists, including Alice in 
Chains, Nirvana, Soundgarden, the Beastie 
Boys, Beck, Henry Rollins and Green Day. 
The artists were selected by “Rolling Stone” to 
celebrate their Grammy Award nominations. 
Their inclusion on the cover of or in the Guide 
should not be construed as an endorsement of 
Chevrolet or any General Motors products. 
Address your correspondence to the Letters Editor, RoL- 
LING STONE, 1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York, 
NY 10104-0298. By fax: (212) 767-8214. By e-mail: rolling- 
stone@echonyc.com. Include your address and telephone 
number. 45: ROLUNG STONE does not assume respon- 


sibility for unsolicited materials and will return only those 
accompanied by a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 


| Questions about subscriptions to RouunG Stone? Call 


(800) 568-7655, 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. EST. 4S To order 
back issues, send $10 and issue number to Back Issues, 
PO Box 40, Vernon, Nj 07462. 


DRAWINGS BY JAMES T. PENDERGRAST 


Rotiinc Stone, SEPTEMBER 7, 1995 


and Publisher: JANN 


Davip FRICKE 
PATRICIA COHEN, ROB! 


LIAM GREIDER 


y JOHNSTON 
EN 
Tom Conroy, Davin Wi 
Steve FUTTERMAN 
JON WIEDERHORN 
ARN, BARBARA DAVIES 
1E St, LAGER 
ACDONALD; NAWAL ASFOUR 
A MANNING, NILOU PANAHPOUR 


Vicky McGarny; EMuty A. GREENBERG 
~ Hoge; ANTHONY Bozza 
ire Deak: HUNTER S, THOMPSON 
Desks P.J. O'ROURKE 
Bic ALTERMAN, STEPHEN A. Boor» 
JOHN COLAPINTO, JONATHAN Corr 
DUKE (Sports), ALEC Foxae 
BERG, FRED GOODMAN 
Axo, HOWAkD Korn, Kurt Lopes 
wus MuNoy, Kim NeELY 
T. PENDERGRAST 
, MICHAEL RUBINER 
ADMAN (Gardening) 


ERSON 
PARSON, GERALDINE HESSL te 
PEcKMAN 
by Editor: Denise Seraca 
#4 McDonaah; SHeryt. OLSON 


LY, MEERA KOTHARI 
RAYMOND 


sTeR, TIM REITZ 
PaTRick CAVANAUGH 
RA REZETKO 
> WALTMAN 


sheer: Dana L. Fietps 


ADAMS, STELLA M, ARAYA, Jit. Botts 
ELL, JENNIFER GASS 
Nina Levine, JAMES G, SMITH 


Director: SHAWN COCHRANE 
HURLEY, JACK KRAMER 
AD HARTLE, THOMAS R, HanTit 
J. Brown, SUZANNE CoopER 
or: BILL HARPER 
SHELLEY FUNES 


er AIGNER, WesLEY O'DEU 
CESANA 
Iredkections Manager: LAURA BROWN-MCMULLAN 
Relations Director: LINN TANZMAN 
y Director: CATHY O'BRIEN 
Cheering Series cone Prowesions Direetors Rowuxer T. Prezrarracx 


Jirector: SUSAN M. ALLYN 
FARRO 


HOUN 


HN M. LAGANA 


FRANK JANOSCAK 
wager: Kent BROWNRIDGE 


Incorporated 
S. WENNER 
ent: KENT BROWNRIDGE 
NA L, FIELDS, ROBERT T. FrTzPATRICK 
f. LAGANA, LINN TANZMAN 


Offic 
gan Ave., Chicago, IL 60601; 


d., Los Angeles, CA 90036; 


ry St., San Francisco, CA 94ill; 


1995 by Straight Arrow Publishers Company, LP. All 

ved. Reproduction in whole or in part without permissioc 
Roun Stone @ is a registered trademark of Straighe 
Publishers Company, LP. Printed in United Stares of Amenca 


Raxpx J. GLEASON 1917-1975 


when he’s looking in the rearview mirror. | 
Like his fellow retrolutionaries Me’Shell 
NdegéOcello, Joi, Omar and Dionne 
Farris, he’s shattering the conventional 
definition of “black music.” It doesn’t have 
to be a lackluster genre in which format, 
not content, determines heavy rotation. | 
Brown Sugar is a reminder of where 
R&B has been and, if the genre is to res- | 
urrect its creative relevance like a phoe- 
nix rising from the ashes, where it needs 
to go. —CuHEO H. CoKer | 


Blind Melon 
Capitol 


VER NOTICE THAT SHANNON 
| ee sings like Jon Anderson of 
Yes at his most mewling? In a few years, 
Hoon's band, Blind Melon, will be about 
as relevant as Anderson’s, too. But there’s 
a difference between Blind Melon and | 
the empty riffs and cosmic slop of Yes. | 
On Soup, the follow-up to the band’s 
eponymous multiplatinum debut, Blind 
Melon don’t have any riffs. 

Well, there is a drunken brass band at | 
the CD’s beginning and end, and the 
guitars occasionally give up dabs of 
moldy "60s decoration like phase shift- 
ing. But in service of what? The blissful | 
vibe of hippie positivity that colored | 
“No Rain” is replaced here by disarray. | 
At best, the sketchy songs float by in a 
surreal swirl of chords (“Galaxie”). At 
worst, they fall into a mellow, folk-rock- | 
ing rut ("St. Andrew's Fall”). Wheth 
Blind Melon are worshiping the 
on the semiacoustic stroll “Walk 
employing strings, banjo and Ho 
voice in pursuit of a Middle Eastern 
melody on “Car Seat (God's Presents),” 
nothing they do cohere: 

The main trouble 
the lyrics. On “2x4,” igs that 
he’s talking to himse'! . Maybe | 
that’s why his stream-of-consciousness 
writing on Soup is incomprehensible. | 
Provocati es like Hoon looking 
Jesus C eye in “St. Andrew's 
Fall” ut but never devel- 
oped. Wi e weight of narrative 
or some emotional resonance, there’s no | 
glue to keep random phrases and hy- | 

bole like “I’m not at home in the | 

xy” from becoming disconnected 
pace flotsam. Better-crafted vocal 


ies with 


melodies would help, yet Hoon’s phras- | 
ing — especially his habit of pushing | 


high notes to an out-of-his-range yowl — 
hardly varies from song to song. 
With such slight fare to offer — and no 


kid in a bee suit — Soup puts Blind Melon | as a Brecht-Weill-like drinking song. 


| Lanois’ version is simply gorgeous, and it 


in hot water. —TED Drozpowsk! 


soft focus. The final cut, a second version 
of Sexsmith’s “There’s a Rhythm” pro- 
duced by U2 cohort Daniel Lanois, 
stands as a challenge to Froom’s severe 
casting of the song — he treats the ballad 


leaves you wondering: Perhaps unself- 


consciously embracing the beauty of | 


Sexsmith’s music would have been a 


| more effective strategy than holding it at 


kk : 
AON SEXSMITH 


Interscope 


 pake ah INCONGRUITIES | 
abound on this major-label debut. | 


Sexsmith is a boyish 31-year-old artist | 
from Toronto, a classic crooner in an era 
of tormented shriekers, He’s also signed 
toa label dominated by the likes of Nine 
Inch Nails, Bush and Snoop Doggy 
Dogg. Maybe that’s why he seems am- 
bivalent about the essential loveliness of 
his own music. - 

Not that the album isn’t a thi 
beauty; the focus is on Sexsmith’s 
well-oiled tenor and inspired phr. 

He just may be the most fluent balladeer 
to come along since Tim Hardin (whose 
hushed, bittersweet is strik- 
ingly evoked on th “Several 
Miles”) or Harry N hom the 
record is dedicated). congruities | 
result from the production of Mitchell 
se post-Crowded House | 


sound that steadfastly avoids sweetening 
and sentimentality. In Froom, Sexsmith 
und an accomplice who can steer him 
r of any hint of bathos. | 
xsmith’s songs provide him with an 
t use for those remarkable pipes. His | 
gift for verbal and melodic nuance is 
apparent on the laments “Words We 
Never Use” and “Secret Heart” (in 
which he takes his own heart to task), the 
languorous love song “Wastin’ Time” 
and the lullaby "Speaking With the 
Angel” (written for his then infant son). | 
No matter how delicate the sentiment, 
Froom delights in setting it off with 
some element of ironic noise: com- 
pressed, tinny drums and spooky, B- | 
movie keyboards. | 
Ron Sexsmith is the musical equivalent | 
of a series of crisp, cleverly framed black- | 
and-white photos, but it concludes with 
a track that suggests what might have | 
occurred had it been shot in color and | 


arm’s length. —Bup Scoppa 


kk 7 
OWIGHT LIVE 


Dwight Yoakam 


Reprise 


ww i/o 
HAVER LIVE AT SMITH'S OLDE BAR 


Shaver 


Zo0!/Praxis/BMG 


UNSHAVEN: 


HILE THE STUDIO CONFECTIONS: | 


that dominate contemporary 
country have taken most of the honk 
out of honky-tonk, the first live albums! 
from Dwight Yoakam and Billy Joe 
Shaver let it rip. Both albums empha- 
size raw energy over pristine polish, andl 
each makes its raucous audience an in- 
tegral part of the performance. The re~ 


sults generate ‘more guitar firepower | 


than you're likely to hear from most 
rock this year. 
Dwight Live practically seems like pay- 


back for guitarist and producer Pete An- | 
derson, Yoakam’s partner in twang since | 
March, loved dressing skimpily onstage 


their days on the L.A. roots-rock circuit. 
Anderson nearly steals the show with his 
relentless breaks in “Please, Please Baby” 
and “Wild Ride.” And throughout the 


album the sound mix seems intended! 


| more for die-hard roadhousers than nou- 


veau-country dilettantes; Yoakam’s voice 
is buried deeper than usual when the 


| spotlight shifts to Anderson and the restt 


of the crack band. 

By including a pair of hommages to ant 
earlier hillbilly cat — the opening “Little 
Sister” and closing “Suspicious Minds” — 
Dwight Live compensates with a renewall 
of intensity for what it lacks in fresh 
material. Instead of reciting the hits in the? 
manner of most country acts, Yoakam 
and band hit harder and go deeper in con- 
cert, attacking with a recklessness thatt 
recognizes no distinction between honky 
tonk spirit and rock & roll attitude. 


| ign 


Like Yoakam, Billy Joe Shave: 

much of Unshaven into a guitar 
— but for his son Eddy (who 
tally subbed for Anderson ona 
Yoakam tours). Billy Joe is still recycling 
much of the material — sharp narrative 
songs like “Georgi: ‘ast Train” and 
“Black Rose” — him such a 
cult favorite wi js Texas-out- 
law movement. are recharged 
through Eddy’s command of high-deci- 
bel dynamics; the Shavers don’t just 
i undaries between country, 
bli k — they bulldoze straight 
thi 

ced by Brendan O’Brien 
(better known for his work with Pearl 
Jam), Live at Smiths Olde Bar suffers 
from some haphazard midset pacing and 
the bashing of the rhythm section. 


| Eddy’s virtuosity revitalizes the hard-cal- 


loused populist music of a father who is 
plainly tickled with his young band and 
young audience. On his generation- 
bridging new album, Neil Young boasts, 


| “People my age, they don’t do the things 


I do,” but Young has nothing on this 
Southern man. —Don McCLEESE 


wk 1/2 
DREAMING OF YOU 
Selena 


EMI 


ARTYRED MEXICAN-AMERICAN 
| Selena, shot to death by 
her ex-fan club president outside a 
Corpus Christi, Texas, motel this past 


so you could see her navel and cleavage. 
But she was still wholesome enough to 
be praised as a role model for Latina 
teens, and though her Tex-Mex pop 
roped in everything from reggae toast- 
ing to cowboy-polka oompahs, it often 
came off as too wholesome. Any of her 
five English-language ballads on Dream~ 
ing of You could've made for a sweet 
VHI crossover, but they all seem fairly 
generic as well. Give or take some whis- 
pered Spanish-seduction nothings at 
the end, Selena’s pretty confession of 


| secret infatuations in “I Could Fall in 


Love” might as well be Vanessa 
Williams’. And the horn-section-driven 
‘Tm Getting Used to You” begs to be 
belted by somebody fleshier and more 


brazen — say, Taylor Dayne. 
Selena actually grew up speaking Eng- 
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